HELOISE TO ABELARD. A consolatory letter of yours to a
friend happened some days since to fall into my hands :
my knowledge of the writing and my love of the hand
gave me the curiosity to open it. In justification of the
liberty I took, I flattered myself I might claim a sovereign
privilege over everything which came from you. But how
dear did my curiosity cost me! I met with my name a
hundred times ; I saw yours too, equally unhappy. These
mournful but dear remembrances put my heart into such
violent motion that I thought it was too much to offer com-
fort to a friend for a few slight disgraces. Alas! my memory
is perpetually filled with bitter remembrances of past
evils. Be not then unkind, nor deny me, I beg of you, that
little relief which you only can give. Let me have a faith-
ful account of all that concerns you; I would know every-
thing, be it ever so unfortunate. We may write to each
other; so innocent a pleasure is not denied us. Let us not
lose through negligence the only happiness which is left
us. That writing may be no trouble to you, write always
to me carelessly and without study; I had rather read the
dictates of the heart than of the brain. I cannot live if you
will not tell me that you still love me; but that language
ought to be so natural to you, that I believe you cannot
speak otherwise to me without violence to yourself.
Irresolute as I am I still love you, and yet I must hope for
nothing. I have renounced life and stript myself of every-
thing, but I find I neither have nor can renounce my
Abelard. Though I have lost my lover I still preserve my
love. O vows ! O convent! I have not lost my humanity
under your inexorable discipline. You have not turned
me to marble by changing my habit; my heart is not
hardened by my imprisonment; I am still sensible to